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world would not admit of? Or, was all this different, worthier,
purer ? If so, what moved thee to alter the persuasions of that
period ? Hast thou not hitherto, even without knowing it, pur-
sued thy plan ? Is not the concluding step still farther to be
justified, now that no side-purposes combine with it; now that
in making it thou mayest fulfil a solemn promise, and nobly free
thyself from a heavy debt ?"

All that could affect his heart and his imagination was now
moving, and conflicting in the liveliest strife within him. The
thought that he might retain Mignon, that he should not need
to put away the Harper, was not an inconsiderable item in the
balance; which, however, had not ceased to waver to the one and
to the other side, when he went, as he was wont, to see his friend
Aurelia.

CHAPTER XX.

SHE was lying on the sofa; she seemed quiet. "Do you think
you will be fit to act tomorrow ?" he inquired. " 0 yes !" cried
she with vivacity, "you know there is nothing to prevent me. If
I but knew a way," continued she, " to rid myself of those ap-
plauses ! The people mean it well, but they will kill me. Last
night, I thought my very heart would break! Once, when I used
to please myself, I could endure this gladly: when I had studied
long, and well prepared myself, it gave me joy to hear the sound,
* It has succeeded!' pealing back to me from every corner. But
now I speak not what 1 like, nor as I like; I am swept along, I
get confused, I scarce know what I do; and the impression I make
is for deeper. The applause grows louder, and I think: Did you
but know what charms you!' These dark, vague, vehement tones
of passion move you, force you to admire'; and you feel not that
they are the cries of agony, wrung from the miserable being whom
you praise.

" I learned my part this morning; just now I have been re-
peating it and trying it. lam tired, broken down; and tomorrow
I must do the same. Tomorrow evening is the play. Thus do I
drag myself to and fro: it is wearisome to rise, it is wearisome to
go to bed. All moves within me in an everlasting circle. Then
come their dreary consolations, and present themselves before me;
and I cast them out, and execrate them. I will not surrender,
not surrender to necessity: why should that be necessary, which